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ADVERTISEMENT, 



By the EDITOR, 






> 

H E young Lady who is the writer of 
the following Poem is a native of London^ 
but was removed, with her Family, in very 
early life, to a remote part of the kingdom, 
where her fole inftru<ftion was derived from 
a virtuous, amiable, and fenfible mother. 
In fo diftant a fituation, flie had fuch little 
accefs to books, that, \^hen the piece ' now 
prefented to the public was written, flie had 
not read Mr, Cartwright's Armine and 

b Elvira, 
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c 
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•• « 

Elvira, Dr. Percy's Hermit of Wark worth, 
and other beautiful produ6lions of that kind. 
On her return to the metropolis laft fummer, 
the Poem being (hewn to feveral of her ac- 
quaintance, they earneftly requefted its pub- 
lication ; to which (he hath confented, with 
the modefty and diffidence that, in the fea- 
fon of youth, are the ufual concomitants of 
true virtue. Having long been intimate with 
the family, I with pleafure undertook the 
tafk of Editor j and my pleafure will be 
greatly increafed, if this performance (haU 
meet with a favourable reception from the 
judges of poetical merit.. Should there be 
found in it many marks of an elegant and 
pathetic genius, to thefe not only the candid, 
but even the judicious critic will diredl his 
principal attention 5 and will be difpofed to 
forgive the (implicity of the ftory, and that 

diffu- 



■ir 



[ iii ] 

I 

difFufion of fentiment which is fo natural to 
a youthful mind, in its firft effays in com- 
pofition. 



;^^'; And. Kip pis. 
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EDWIN AND ELTRUDA 



W 



HERE the clear Derwent's waters glide 

r 

Along their mofl^ bed, 
Clofe by the river's verdant iide, . 

A caAle rear'd its hea4? 



The ancient pile by time eras'd, 
And level'd with the ground. 

Once many a fculptur'd trophy grac'd. 
And banners wav*d around. 



Inhere liv*d a Chief, to fame well known, 
A warlike, virtuous knight. 

Who many a well -fought field had wpn 
By valour and by might. 
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What 



EDWIN AND 

what time in martial pomp fie led 
His chofen gallant trdn, 

The foe that eiil had conquer' d, fled. 
Indignant fled the plain. 

Yet milder virtues he pofleft. 

More gentle pafllons felt ; 
And in his calm and yielding bread 
Each foft affedion dwelt. 



^< ' 



Not all the rugged toils of war 
His bofom je*er could fl:eel ; 

He felt for every child of care, 
His heart was ^pt to feel« 



And much that heart was doom'd to bear. 

And many a grief to prove j 
To feel the fulnefs of defpair, 

The wx)es of hopclefs love j 



Tq 



•E L T R U D A. 

To lofe the partner of. his breaft, 
Who footh*d each rifing care ; 

And with mild e£Forts charm'd to reft 
The griefs (he fought to {hare. 

He mark'd the chilling damps of death 
O'erfpread her fading charms ; 

He faw her yield her quiv'ring breath, 
And iink in death's cold arms. 



From folitude he hoj)*d relief, 
And this lone mani&on fought, 
cherifh . there his facred grief, 
And nurfe the tender thought. 



Here, objetS: of his fondeft cares. 
An infant daughter fmil'd ; 

And oft the mourner's falling tears 
Bedew'd his Emma's child 1 



Thofe 
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Thefe tears, as o'er the babe he hung, 

Would tremble in his eye ; 
While bleffings fault* ring on his tongue. 

Were breath'd but in a figh. 



For many a fad revolving year 
His hopelefs griefs endure ; 

For ah I a fbrrow fo fevere 
*Ti& death alone can cure. 



Yet time <^n foften the deep wound 

It has ncrt power to heal 5 
And in this child be thought he fonnci 

His much*lov*d Emma ftilL 



In his Eltruda*s gentle breaft 
His griefs he could rcpofe ; 

With each endearing virtue bleil. 
She foften'd all his woes. 



"^Twas 
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'Twas eafy in her look to trace 
An emblem of her mind : 

J 
■ 

72>ere dwelt each mild attractive grace, 
Each gentle grace combin'd. 



:Soft as the dews of morn ariie, 
And on the pale flower gleam, 

So foft, fo fweet her melting eyes 
With love and pity beam. 



As far retir'd the lonely flower 
Smiles in the defart vale. 

And blows its balmy fweets to pour 
Upon the flying gale ; 



So liv'd in folitude unfeen 
This lovely, peerlefs maid ; 

So fweetly grac'd the vernal fcene, 
And bloflbm'd in the fliade. 



\ 
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Yet love could pierce the lone recef% 
For there he loves to dwell ; 

He fcorns the noify croud to blefs, 
And feeks the lowly ceU, 



There only his refiftlefs dart 
In all its power is known ; 

His empire fways each willing heart ; 
They live to love alone, 



Edwin, of every grace poffeft, 

< 

Firft taught her heart to prove 
That gentleft paflion of the breaflr, 
To feel the po'Cver of love. 

Tho' few the pafturcs he poffeft, 

Tho' fcanty was his ftore, 
Tho* wealth ne'er fwell'd his hoarded cheft, 

Edwin could boaft of more I 



Edwin 
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Edwin could boaft the liberal mind, 
The gen'rous, . ample heart ; 

And every virtue heav-n inclind 
To bounty, can imparts 



The maxims of this fertile age,i 
The mean, the relfi{h care, 

The fordid views that now engage 
The mercenary pair, 



Whom riches can unite or part,- 
To them was all unknown; * 

For then the fympathetic heart 
Was link'd by love alone^ 



They little knew that wealth had power 
To make the conftant rove ; 

They little knew the fplendid dower 
Could add a blifs to love. 



They 
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They little knew the human breaft 
Could pant for fordid ore ; 

Or, of a faithful heart pofTeft, 
Could ever vvifli for more. 



And tho' her peerlefs beauty warms 
His heart to love inclin'd ; 

Not lefs he felt the lafting charm^j, 
The beauties of her mind . 



Not lefs his gentle :foul approved 
The virtues glowing there ; 

For furely Virtue to be lov'd 
Needs only to appear. 



The fweeta of dear domeftic blifs 
Each circling hour beguil'd ; 

^And meek-ey'd hope, and inward peace 
On the lone manfion fmil'd. 



Oft 
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Oft o'er the daify-fprinkkd mead, 

They wander 'd far away, 
Some lambkin to the fold to lead, 

That haply chanc'd to ftray. 

% 

Her heart, where pity lov'd to dwell, 
With fadnefs oft was wrung ; 

For the bruis'd infc«*t as it fell; 
Her foft tear trembling hiing. 

As roving o*er the flow'ry wafie 

A figh wottld heave her Iweaft 
The while her gentle hand replaced 
The linnet's falling ncft. 

Then would {he feek the vernal bow*r, 
And haftc with tender care 

To nurfe fome pale declining flow'r, 
Some op'ning bloflbm re^r. 



9 
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And oft with eager fteps flie flies 
To chcar the lonely cot, 

r 

Where the poor widow pour her iighs,, 
And wails her haplefB lot. 



Their weeping naother's trembling knees 

Her lifpin^ infants clafp ; 
Their meek imploring look {he fees^ 

She feels theic tender gralpv 



Wild throbs her aching bofbm fwell P 
They mark the burfting iigh — 

(Nature has form'd the foul- to feel J- 
They weep^ unknowing why. — 



Her hands the lib'ral boon impart,. 

And much her tear avails 
To footh the mourner's burfting hearty, 

Where feeble utterance fails- 



©h 
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On the pale cheek where hung the tear 

Of agonizing woe, 
She bids the gufh of joy rife there, 

The tear of rapture flow* 

If greater plenty to impart 
She e'er would heav*n implore, 

*Twas only that her ample heart 
Still panted to do more. 

Thus foft the gliding moments flew, 
(Tho' love would court their ftay) 

While fbme new virtue rofe to view. 
And mark'd each fleefing day. 



Jt 



Peace, Tong condemnM the world to roam^ 
Like the poor wand'ring dove, 

Here foftly-refting found a home. 
And wifli'd no more to rove.. 



-..I* 



The 



J 
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The youthnil poet's footliiog dream 

Of youthful ages paft, 
The Mules* fond ideal theme 
Was realized at lafl;. 



Joy fprin^s amid' encircling cares 

To breafts where virtue glows > 
For Virtue, in this vale of tears, 

A paradife beflows. 



V, 



But vainly here we hope that blift 
Unchanging will endure ; 

Ah, in a world fo vain as this. 
What heart caa reft fecure?. 



For now aroie the death-fraught day, 

For civil difcord fam'd, 
When YoRJL from Lancaster's proud fway, 

The Royal fceptre claim'd. 



The 
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The paffing moments now were fraught 

With defolating rage ; 
And now the bloody deeds were wrought 

That fwell th' hiftoric page. 



The good old Albert vows again 
To feek the hoftile field ; 

The caufe of Henry to maintain, 
The fpear for him to wield. 



But oh, a thoufand facred ties 
That bind the hero's foul, 

A thoufand tender claims arife. 
And Edwin's breaft controul. 



And link the youth to. Henry's foes 
But ah, it rends his heart 

The aged Albert to oppofe ; 
To bear an adverfe part. 



E Tho* 
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Tho' paffion pleads in Henry's caufe. 
And Edwin's heart would fway, 

Yet honour's ftern imperious laws 
The brave will ftill • obey. 



Opprefs'd with many a mingled care, 
; Full oft Eltruda figh'd. 
And mourn'd the rugged brow of war 
Should thofe £he lov'd divide. 



At length the fatal morn arofe 
In gloomy vapours dreft ; 

The penfive maiden's for row flows, 
And pale fear heav'd her breaft. 



A thoufand pangs the father feels, 
A thoufand tender fears 5 

While at his feet flie trembling kneels, 

% 

And bathes them with her tears. 



A fall- 
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A falling drop bedew'd his cheeky 

From the fad fcene he ifew ; 
The tender father could not fpeak — 

He could not iay •-•'-adieu I 

Then Edwin> kaplefs Edwii? catne ; 

He faw her pallid loi:^. 
And tremblings feize her tender frame, 

While thus he fault'ring fpoke : 



" This cruel tendernefs but wounds 
" The heart it naeans to blefs : 

" Thofe falling tears, thofe plaintive founds, 
" Increafe the foft diftrefs I 



** Then be to wretched Edwin kind, 
" Nor mourn, dear tender maid"— 

At length, on Edwin's breaft reclin'd, 
ElthUda faintly faid: ; 



« If 
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"If fate relentlefs has decreed, 
" On yonder hoftile plain, 

" My Edwin's deftin'd heart to bleed, 
" And fwell the heaps of flain ; 



* Truft me, my love, I'll not complain, 

« .I'll fhed no feeble tear ; 
<* Not one weak drop my cheek fliall ftain, 

** Or tell what paffes here ! 



^* Ah, let thy fate of others claim 
** A tear, a tender figh ; 

** I'll only murmur thy dear name 
** Call on my love — and die." 



'T were vain for feeble words to tell 
The pangs their bofoms prov'd ; 

They only can conceive it well 

Whofe hearts have trembling lov'd* 



The 
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The timid Mufe forbears to fay 
What laurels Edwin won ; 

;Nor paints the gallant deeds that day 
By aged Albert done. 



17 



On "fofter themes alone (he dwells, 
As trembling thro' the grove, 

Of friendfliip's woes flie fad'ning teUa, 
Or fings of haplefs love. 

Tho' long the beaming day was fled. 
The fight they ftill maintain ; 

While night a deeper horror (hed 
O'er the enfanguin'd plain. 



The martial trump invades the ear. 
And drowns the orphan's cry : 

No more the widow's i(hriek they hear, 
The love-lorn virgin's figh \ 



Th 
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The pangs. thoie dcar-bowght laufek yield,. 

Alas, what tongue can fpe^k? 
Perchance not one that ftreWs the field 

But leaves fome heart to break. 



To Albert's breaft the faulfhion flewr^ 

He felt a mortal wound ; 
The d^ops that warm'd his heart, bedew 

And ftain the flinty ground. 



The Foe who aim'd the deadly dart,. 

Heard his expiring fighs ; 
Soft pity touch'd his yielding heart. 

To Albert ftreight he flies — 



While round the Chief his arms he caft, 
"While oft his bofom figh'd. 

And feem'd as if it mournM the paft — 
Old Albert faintly cry'd, 



« Tho* 



-^ — — ^—w I M ■!■<■ 
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" Tho* nature heaves thefc feeble groans, 
** Without complaint I die. 



" Yet one dear care my heart ftill owns, 
** Still feels one tender tie. 



tp 



« For 



, a youth well known to fame 



(( 



Uplifts tht hoftile fpear; 



** Edwin's the blooming heroe's name, 
" To Albert's bofom dear J 



<<- 



« 
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Ah, tell him my expiring figh, 
" Say my laft words befought 
To my defpairing child to fly, 
** 'Ere fame the tidings brought:" 



He fpoke ! — but oh, what mournful ftrain 

In fadnefs apt to melt. 
What moving numbers can explain 

The pangs that Edwin felt! 



For 



L 
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Fpr Edwijn *twas himfelf that held 

The dying .warrior preft, 
(Whom the dark fliades of night conceal'd) 

Clofe to his throbbing breaft. 



<* hhy fly (he cry'd) my touch profane ! 

<* Oh how the reft impart? 
<* 'Twas Edwin plung'd — rever'd old maa 

** The dagger in thy heart." 



His dying eyes he feebly rais*(J» 
Which feem'd for ever clos'd ; 

On the pale youth they piteous gaz'd 
And then in death reposM^ — 



" rn -go (the haplefs Edwin faid) 
" And breathe a laft adieu ; 

** And with the drops dcfpair will fljcd, 
** My mpurning love bedew^ 



« rii 
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** 1*11 go the tender maid to feek, 

** To catch her burfting figh, 
** To wipe the tear from her pale cheek, 

" And at her feet to die.** 



And as the tender maid to feek 

The frantic mourner flew, 
To wipe the tear from her pale cheek, 

And breathe a laft adieu, 



Appaird his ftartling fancy fees 
His true love*s forrows flow ; 

And hears in every pafling breeze 
The plaintive founds of woe. 



Meanwhile the weeping maid, whofe prayers 
In vain would heav'n implore, 

Of Albert's fate defpairing hears. 
But yet had heard do more. 



G She 
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She faw her much-lov'd Edwin near — 
She faw, and piteous fighM ; 

The fight chiil'd every falling tear — 
At length {he. faintly cryVl, 

** Eternal woes this heart muft proye ; 
,. " Its tendereft ties are broke: 
" Ah fay, what ruthlefs arm, my love, 



<c 



Could aim the deadly ftroke ! 



" Could not thy hand, my Edwin, thine, 
'* Have warded off the blow? 

"For, ah, he was not only mine, 
** He was thy father too! 



No longer Edwin could endure 
The pangs no ftrains can tell ; 

From death he fondly hop'd a cure, 
As fenfelefs, cold, he fell. 



She 
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She flew— fhe gave her forrows vent — 
A thoufand tears fhe pour'd ; 

Her mournful voice, her moving plaint, 
The youth to life reflior'd. 



** Whjr wildly throbs each fhiv*ring veinl^ 



C( 



(She cry'd) my Edwin (peak- 



<' Or all unable to fuftain 

" Thefe pangs, my heart will break." 



« Yes — ^it will break, (he frantic cry'd) 
" For me will life refign — 

*< Then trembling know thy father died, 
** And know the guilt was mine." 



*^ It is enough!" — with fliort quick breath, 

Exclaim'd the mournful maid : 
She fpoke no more, but feem'd from death 

J' 

To hope for inftant aid. 



23 



But 



J»4 EDWINand 

But lo ! a penfive, fiknt train 
With downcaft looks appear ; 

Who Albert's pallid corfe fuftain, 
PlacM on a iable bier. 

For haplefs Edwin fondly thought 
It might fonie comfort yield. 

If good old Albert's corfe were brought 
From off the blood-ftain'd field. 



He thought 'twould (both Eltruda*s painsy; 
O'er the dear hallow'd urn 



Which Albert's facred duft contains. 
Awhile her griefs to mourn. . 



/ 



But ah, all frantic at the fight, 
A hurried glance (he threw ; 

Then ftarting wild with pale affright. 
That hurried glance withdrew. 



Trembli 
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Trembling £he rufli'd, and in her arms 
The dear remains {he preft ; . . - 

But fudden, palenefs veil'd her charms 
So late in beauty dre(l« 



In plaintive accents Edwin cries,'- 
** And have I murder'd thee? — 

** To other worlds thy fpirit flies, 
" And mine this ftroke fliall free.* 



His hand the death-fraught weapon grafp'd. 

The fleel he firnily preft. 
When fudden flie arofe, and clafp'd 

Him wildly to Jher cbreaft. 



** Methought ((he cry'd with panting breath) 
^* My Edwin talk'd of peace, 

^* I knew 'twas only found in de^th, 
" And fear'd that lad releafe. 



H To clafp 
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** To clafp him ftill — *twas but a dream^ 
** Help yon wide wound to cloie, 

<* From which a father's fpirits ftieam,. 
** A father's life-blood flaws. 



<< But fee^ 0!qoil thse he {hrinkis I jior would 

•< Be hlalbed b)i thy touch-p- 
•• Ah, the* my Edwin fpilt thy blood, 

" Yet once he lov*d thee much. 



** My father, yet m pityft^l 
" I fee his white beard war**-^ 

** A fpirit beckons him away> 
** And points tsa yon ©old g^tare.. 

s 

** B*en now, my^ love, I trembling hear 



*- 4 



<* Him breath a kfl adieu I 



tear 



'* His furrow 'd cheek bedew ! 



«< I feel 
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*' I fed within his aged arms 



« 



His poor Eltruda preft : 



« 



I hear him ipeak the fond alarms 
" That wring a parent's breaft. 



%^ 



** He's. gone 1;— and here his aflic^ fleep; 

*< I do not heave a £igk 
*' His child a Either does not weep, 

** For, ah, my brain is dry ! 



'* But come, together let us rove 

"At the pale hour of night, 
<* When the moon glimm'ring thro* the grove, 

« Shall (hed her fainteft light : 



*• We'll gather from the rofy bow'r 
•* The faired wreaths that bloom ; 

** We'll cull, my love, each op'ning flow'r, 
** To deck his hallow'd tomb. 



« We'll 
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" We'll thither frojil the diftant dale, 
'' A weeping willow bear ; 

** And plant a lily of the vale, 
"A drooping lily thisrf I 



" We'll {hun the glaring face of dajr, 

" Eternal filence keep ; 
" Thro' the dark wood we'll chearlcfs ftray, 

" And only liye.to weep. 



" But hark! — 'tis come— the fatal time 
" When, Edwin, we muft part ; 

" Some angel tells me 'tis a crime 
** To hold thee to my heart. 



"My father's fpirit hovers near-: 
** Alas, he. comes to chide — 

" Is there no means, my Edwin dear, ' 
" The fatal ■. deed to hide ? 



i 

I 



" None, 



-*.^ 
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*♦ None, none — for wherefoe'er we gd 
' ** Lo, ftreams of blood proceed I 
*• And fliould the torrent ceafe to flow,- 
" Yet ftill our hearts wbuld bleed. 



** Out hearts the fecret would betray, 

" The tale of death reveal ; 
" Angels would come in dread array, 
" The bloody deed to tell. 



" Yet, Edwin, if th'oflfence be thine 



c< 



Too fbbn I can forgive ; 



*^ But, oh, the guilt would allbe mine, 
"Could I endure to live. 



C( 



Farewell, my love !•— for, ah, I faint : 



" Of pale defpair I die. — 
** And fee that hoary murder'd faint 
** Defcends from yon blue fkjr 



(C 



Poor 
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' ** Popr, we^k-old man ! — he jcomes, my lo«e, 
- " To lea$l to.heav'n the way; 

•" He knows not heaven will joylefs prove, 
" While Edwin is away." 



** It is too much !" (he frantic cry *d) 

Then to his bofom preft 
The dying maid, who piteous figh'd- 

« 

And funk to endlefs reft^ 



He faw Jier dying eye-Kds clofo. 
He heard her lateft figh, 

And yet no tear of anguifli flows 
Faft ftreamiqg from his eye. 



For, ah, ^:he fulnefs of defpair^ 

The pang of high-wrought woe, 

Admits no-iilent trembling tear, 
No lenient drop to flow. 



He 



^ 



